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sone but this. 

M ar 1 the new tire within excelently/if the hairc were a 
thought browncnand your gown s a mc ft rare fij^icn yfahh 
I favv the Dutchcflc of Millafaes go vvnc that they praifefo! ' 

Hero O that ex ceedes. they fay. 

Margi By .my troths but a nightgown it refpe& of your? 
doth a gold and cuts , and'laed withfiluer, fctwith pcarlc$| 
downefleeucs,Gde flccucs,and skirts^rounc! vnderbotne with 
a b)ewi(h tinfejj, but tor a fine queint graceful and exceknifa, 
(hion.yoursis worth tenon u ; 

Hero God giue me ioy to vycare it, for my heart is exceed- 
ing heauy.- . 

(J\4arg. X*v\'\il be heauier (bone .by the weight of a 
man. 

Hero Fic vpon thee,artnot;;fhamcd? 

Marg. Qf what iadyPqf f peaking honourably^isnofcmarri- 
age honourable in a beggar ? is not your Lord honourable 
vvithout managed thinke you would haue me f ay,fauingyour 
reuerence x husband : & bad thinking do not vvreft true (pea- 
king jle offend no body, is there any harm in the heauierjor'a 
Jiusband? none T thinke , and it be the rigbf huSbartdyanHtlic 
right wife .otherwise tis light and not heauy^skc my lady Bea- 
trice ehjhere (becomes,: 

Enter Beatrice, 

Hero . Good morrow coze. 

Beat* Gopd morrow fvveete Hero. 

Hero Why jiovy now? dp you fpeake ift the.fkkc tunc? 
_ \Beau lam o^t of aU other tune,me thinkes. 

Mar Clap's into Light a loue,(that goes without a btftden,;) 
ilo you fine it,and tteclaunce it. 

'Beat. Ye Light alouewjtlrypurta^ 
haue {tables enough youle fee he fliall lackc no bri nes. 

^/^ .Oillegitarate eoiiftruftion j I fedrae that with my 
heefes. 

Beat. Tis alrooft fine a cfocke cofin, tis time you yvttc rea- 
'dy,by my troth I am exceeding illjiey ho. 
Marc FDrahauke^a hor&jorahusbaRdi 


about Soothing. 


mm Forthclettcrthatbeginstheniah H. 

Wel,andyoubenottumdeTurkc, thereto more 

faylingbythcftarrc. 

r £eat. What mcanes the foole trow? 

Mar. Nothing I, but God fend cuery one their hearts de« 

6r *H*ro Thefe gloues the Counte feat me,they are an cxceU 

Vent perfume. . 

Beat. IamftuftcofinJcannotfmcII. 

Mar. <A maide and ftuft-! theres goodly catching of 

colde« ' . r 

Beat. OGod helpta^God help me, how long haue you 

profeft npp'rehenfion? ' 

Afar. Euerfmce youleftit, doth not my wit become me 

rarely? . . 

Heat. Itisnotfeeneenough,you/hould vvcare it in your 

c¥p,by my troth I am fickc% 

<JMar. Get you fomeiof this diftilfd eardum henedtElm^ 
ind lay it toyourheart,itis the onely thing for a qualme. 

Hero There thou prickfl: her with a thiflel. 

Beat.Sened&teywhy beneditluslyoxx haue fome moral in this 

tMar. MoraIl?no by my troth I haue nomorall meaning, 
I meant plaine holy thifteh you may thinke perchaunce that I 
think you are in loue,nay birlady I am not fuch a foole to think 
what ( li ft,nor I lift not to thinke what I can, nor indeed* can 
not think, if I would thinke my heart out of thinking,that you 
are in !oue , or that you will be in loue , or that you can be in 
loue:yet Benedicke was fuch another. and now is he become a 
roanjie fwore he would ncuer marry, and yet now in difpight 
of his heart he rates his mcate without grudging, a$d how you 
may he conuerted I know not, but me thinkes you looke with 
your eies as .other-women do. 
Beat, What pace is this that thy tongue keepes? 

Not a falfe gallop, ' ; Svjerjtrfufa. 

Vrfuia Madame'withdraWjtheprince, the Count,hgnior 
Bsnedicke, Don John, *nd#the gallants "ofthctownc arc 
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